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hi Gam Lee, Kin; of Hop Alley, Biried With Chinese Honors!
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Gvrious Crowds Looked on,
Laughed, Jeered ihe Mourners
ivnd Took Food and Emblems
From the Gra.vc a.s Trophies.

fxvniTTnN-- ron thd nrrrrtuc
(-- Gam Is-e- . Kir? of Hop alley, .md thereby
irulcr of the Ch.neso f t- - Louis Is burled.

His lc::ev. Interred last with
jrltch tint iire sacred to Chinese, rest i:i
tWoleyan C.mctiry In a itrave tint was
Itrsmiilsd b a thousand desecrating feet
nlmost before the ceremonies of his burial
3iad ended.
f In his coflin nrc Uory prayer tablets and
!g folded fan. There were left Intact.

j t At the head of Ills i;rae were placed a
JKonerous quantity of food and a bundle
iof .loss sticks, that he might not hunger
(during Ills May In purgatory and that he
jrilght not he without the means to placate
(the great Joss. But the were seized and
(carried away a tiophles bv the men and
,Jome:i who trampled upon the grae.

Thousands watched the formation and
'Jirogre.s of the funeral of Gam Lee. Shiv-jCrlii- fr

in the iiiw air of a sunless day, they
filled the grimy windows Jammed tins
fcimsy noopp. burdenid the
ioof.s, clambered ovtr insecure piles of
.bricks, and choked Eighth street. Walnut
'street, Market and Hop Alley,
if They pushed and swore and laughed and
Struggled In a sv.irm whose restless sur-fcln-

every now and then Mvallowedthe
'thlity policemen who fought to keep them
In line.
s. In front of Gam Jc's door, which was
inarkedby a heavy fold of crepe, SO men
inud TOoitn strove to break through the
Jjcllce cordon and lorce their way Into the
flcathroom. They were pushed back, but
rolled reslMlessly forward again.

Finally two women who seemed to be
known to the Chinese got permission from
one of the masters of ceremonies to view
the body. They rushed forward, und in
their wake followed a score of other wom-
en young w omen and middle-age- d women,
women In rags and women In silks; but not
one whose face bore a sign of grief or of
any other emotion save that of staring
curiosity.

They crowded into the little room, filled
:wlth the smoke of tobacco and punk, gazed
Into the face of the dead Chinaman, gazed
fit the lighted candles, gazed at the burli
lng Joss sticks stuck Into a platter of

and crowded out, laughing and satls--
nou.

The opening ceremonies took place on
Eighth street, at the head of Hop alley.
There, shortly after noon, half a dozen
Chinamen, wearing white blouses of cotton
over their typical work-a-da- y clothes, set
a. canopy, black-roofe- d and fringed w ith pa- -

'per ropes of red. white nnd blue, upon the
cobblestones. Beneath this they placed a
rug.

Other Chinamen came out Into the street
Shearing a table. This they placed to the
eouth of tho canopy, and nbout It they

feprcad straw matting. A white cloth was
j,pald on the table, and then heaping dishes
Tof favorite Chinese foods were set upon It.

Tho crowd Jeered and laughed.
"Pass the grub around," they cried. "Gam

.jl.ee 19 dead; he can't cat. Give It to tis."
Two small chinamen, bearing huge brass

jEongs, stepped out upon the sidewalk and
"rbegan to beat upon the gongs with sticks.

Tho croud laughed and Jeered again. The
JChlnamen. too, laughed and beat the harder.

Back toward Walnut street there were
twenty-fiv- e carriages. One of these was
called and the two tom-to- m beaters, with
two ouier men, wno oicw snriu ana tuneless
fifes, climbed Into the carriage, placed long
Tine sticks as rollings on each Elle, and

their weird dirge.

Six Chinamen now came out of the alley,
"tearing the black casket, which contained
.the body of Gam Lee. Behind them came
'another Chinaman, holding an open lla

over the head of the dead man. Back
i)f them all came a white horse, bare of
t'toack and led by a negro boy.

Out of one of the Chinese stores on Eighth
itreet 100 Chinamen, each garbed peculiarly

nd each bearing a gayly-colore- d flag or
banner 'or transparency," came pouring in

ai Prairie
How a False

AVUiriKlC FOR THE EUNDAT KCrUBLIC.

tit was very unfortunate, of course, that a
rumor should break up a dance, sand

Colonel George Kogers Clark hurrying back
to Kaskaskla, and his sweetheart and her
jiarty to St. LouK while dear old patriotic

I'ierro GIbiult had to remain
on an Island In the middle of the

Mississippi River for nearly a week.
J3ut that Is exactly what happened In the

early part of January, 17T9; for historians
have solemnly recorded the facts In tho
casc.

There was little rest on cither bank of
"tho river for the scattered settlers In those
strays. When the Indians were not on the

Trarpath the British were threatening; and
when hostile forces were temporarily quiet

'there was always the esxlted pilgrim, w lth
"his wild and harrowing particulars of some
Impending calamity.

But for all that thero was time for a bit
'rcf music, a bit of dancing, a season of

lb"Worshlp; and for lovenmklng and marriage,
When George Rogers Clark, soon after

the beginning of the new year, found time
hanging heavily on his hands at Kaskaskla

hating been no attack from any
quarter in all the days that had elapsed

he had captured the village, and with
the whole of the surrounding country on

the night of July 4, 177b ho resolved to go to

-- 'Jiad auy special business there; for Cahokia
sfftvas sxa loyal as Kaskaskia- -

-- It C. T ...I- --- Well, per- -

rjhc March From Kaekasia
f'Cin tlie Face of a Biting Wind.

For in Bt. Louis, as has been duly told
III IMUaO ilUUiilli WJIUIHUM UA l.t J"IJ
!avn them lived a dark-haire- d, black-eve- d

"toMrtrHn Tfrtfn , Tnn.f pharmtnir rintlhvtprl.W..W l " O D

of the Spanish Governor da Leyba. They
i"-sh- e and Clark had met at the capture of
L'rKaskaskia; they had met acaln, at other

""limes and other places; and they had loved.
'Clark 'was a Virginian, and his Virginian

'heart had not been hardened by his long
"years of hardships and warfare In the

wilds of Kentucky, on the Indian trail, on
the long march from Eastern Kentucky to

"capture and make a part of tho United
Rogtatcs that vabt domain which has in later
Tyears been cut into strips, labeled Ken
tucky, "Illinois, Indiana und Ohio and given
ctho dignity of States. The gltoni of a. wom- -

an'a eyes If the were a pretty woman; ths
i'muslc of a woman's voice If that voice were
ortoft and ilbraut with tho tones of youth;
'the warmth of a woman's smile If that

smile brought dimples into flushing cheeks;
"Knne of Ihcso eier failed to auDcuJ to

'"George Rogers Clark "Big Knife," ha was
, called by the fenrtoma Indians.

There was a coquette s gleam in Fepltas
eve: there was a tang of Southern Spain in

Ij'her voice; there were cherries on her lips
''hud entrancing dimples In her cheeks. The
Vf.n!ii rVltnnnl Wat arttnntA Cif

.course, his was a dream that was never to
3jP rvaiwu, uiu tu&i tm uub jjan vi uio

present story.
To resume the relation of events as they

iTnourrpd in Januarv. 1773. When Colonel
riClark and fifty men, started for Cahokia,

tttX n I, W.B with .!( a

driving through tho trees and across the
prairies and freezing the very marrow la
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crowded fashion and took their places about
the canopy as the casket was placed be-
neath It.

"What are they going to do with that
horse?" some one asked.

"That Is for the spirit of Qam 1M t
ride." was the answer.

The crowd, hearing tho reply, laughed
again.

An old negro woman, wearing a heavy
black veil, walked unsteadily toward the
casket, and, leaning over, razed Into the
face of Gam Lee. Fhe turned, staggered
nnd fell heavily to the sidewalk. A specta-
tor helped her to her feet, and she leered
at him helplessly. As she stooped to brush
the dust from her dress she staggered again.

She was drunk with opium.
A little old Chinaman, with cap and

gorgeous garments, stepped out from the
crowd of other gorgeously dressed China-
men, took a position on the matting at the
foot of the casket, and began an Incanta-
tion in Chinese. His arms waved frantically.
His thin tipper lip, bedecked sparsely with
a gray, bristlelike mustache, trembled
queerly.

His arms waved again, and a tall China-
man, bearing an enormous flag, shifted the
pole from left to right hand, and, with an
answering recital, raised it high.

The little priest bent, and, taking a dozen
joss sticks, lighted them and placed them
on the table with the food.

The American band, stationed ahead of
tha Chinese band, began to play a dirge. A

The Impromptu Ball
du Rxcher

Rumor Interrupted a Love Affair

the bones of him who dared to face It. The
men, with Colonel Clark and young Captain
Jack Thornton In front, trudged along with

Igor, swinging their arms wildly and now
and then racing with each other In order
that their blood might run the faster
through their shivering bodies.

Royal Welcome at the
Village of Trairie du Rochere.

At noon the little old village of Prairie
du Rocher wns reached. There was no

need for a command to halt; the hardy fol-

lowers of the Virginian laughed alike at
danger and discipline, and as there was no
enemy In sight they had no thought of
standing shivering while red tape was be-

ing unwound. As they came in sight of
the village they darted forward with a
cheer; they burst into the door of the store
kept by M. Jacques Dulguerre; they crowded
their way to the big open fireplace, and
heaved new logs upon the burning pile un-

til one solid sheet of flame filled the open-
ing and roared gaily up the chomney, to the
great danger of that remarkable structure
of wood and mud.

And they found wine and rum that would
do more than flame to heat their blood, and
drank It down with great gulps and many
cheers for the host.

Across the way was the house of M. Henri
Rolalne. It was larger than any of Its
neighbors, for M. Rolalne was a wealthy
man whoso trading trips were always pros-
perous. He recognized the Virginians as
they crowded Into Jacques's store, and went
out hurriedly to persuade some of them to
como under his roof. Clark went; so did
young Auguste Varney and middle-age- d

Francois Marseilles, and youthful Jack
Thornton and half a dozen others. They
found another roaring fire, and steaming
rum and glorious wine. And soon there was
a feast of venison and quail and brown
bread set out by Mme. Rolalne and Marcel
and Hortense, her pretty daughters.

Oh. there was a Jolly good time!

M. Henri's Old Violin
a Happy Inspiration.

And when the feast was ended, and white
smoke was curling from half a score of
black pipes. M. Rolalne took from the wall
his old violin and played tunes that he had
brought in his mind and his fat fingers from
France a score at years before.

"A dance! A dance!" cried young Au-

guste, springing up, and, clasping Marcel's
slender waist, beginning to whirl her about
the room.

"Zounds!" cried Clark, also springing to
his feet. "Your violin, my good friend.
puts music Into my heels, also."

And he whirled away with Hortense.
"That Is poor," laughed Madame Rolalne.

"It Is not well to dance now. See, If you
stay, you dance ht out In the big
hall. In the kitchen, everywherer

"Capital!" cried Jack. "But where are
.ne girls? Ma'mselle Marcel and Ma'mselle
Hortense they cannot be divided between
all of us!"

"Never fear," said the hostess, while the
host nodded his gray head smilingly over
his silent violin. "Bring the girls. From
here, from M. Volneya house, from Ca-
hokia! Go! It will be sport!"

She young m shouted; tha girls clapped
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Chlnamnn ran frantically to the leader ana
urged him to stop.

The crowd saw the mistake ana nouieu
with laughter.

Tho priest continued his incantations.
More flags and banners were raised, and
1..1. . fM4 litfa nnA vellntr nnd t)ink

folds flapped gaudily In the chilling wind.
The Chinese nana increased us cianermij

noise. An emissary from the master of cere-

monies hurried to the leader of the Amer

and a Dear Old Priest to Be

their hands. Twenty miles for a partner
to dance with? It was nothing!

Gleaming candles flared in long rows set
against the walls; great wood fires sput-
tered and roared in the fireplaces in ball
and kitchen: chattering girls and boasting
men filled every room. Madame Rolalne,
a spotless kerchief crossed over her rare
gown of blue, moved busily from one guest
to another; M. Rolalne, in huge slippers,
bulging yarn stockings,
breeches of blue, nnd a flowing coat of
yellow, rubbed his hands gleefully and
ever nnd anon tuned his violin lovingly.

Penlta was there. Sho and half a dozen
others from St. Louis hnd been at Cahokia
when Jack Thornton had carried the news
of the ball to that village. And she was
glowing with beauty and high spirits. The
gallop across the prairies in me snarp air
had her dimpled face until for
George Rogers Clark, at least it shone
with the radiance of a summer's sun. Her
dress was red a glowing red that blazed
In rivalry with the roaring furnaces fed
by crackling logs. Her black hair rose
above the red dress in a glossy heap; her
rosy cheeks, the final touch of color, made
her olive skin to seem as fair as an Easter
Illy. Dimples came and went as she chat-
tered, her dainty head tilted
that she might look with roguish glances
from the corner of her sparkling eyes Into
the face of the Virginia Colonel, who would
not leave her side.

"Come!" cried Mme. Rolalne. "You must
dancel See! My Henri Is playing!"

Away the dancers began to whirl. Pe-plt- a's

head Just reached the shoulder of
the Colonel, whose stout arms tenderly en-

circled her waist. Pepita's eyes were so
faintly hidden by dark lashes that not one
of the glances that came hap-
pily from them was lost to her valiant
partner; and Pepita's light feet tripped so
merrily over the puncheon floor that they
all but defied the energies of M. Henri.

"This Is better than lighting Indians,"
Clark with an uttempt at bra-
vado.

"Monsieur the Colonel is not
laughed the girl. "The

is bad."
"Now, Miss

o! That is worse! I am not an
American! You must not call be 'Miss'!"

"Well, "
"And that Is worse. Monsieur Colonel! It

is so funny! The way you pronounce the
word!"

"Well, then, senorita "
"Tut, Monsleurl It is Your

tongue is thick It is clumsy I"
Pepita's small mouth puckered in a tight

little pout. But her eyes more
brightly, and presently the pout melted Into
a smile.

The Virginian bent lower over the pretty
face that was now seeking to hide Itself
in the folds of the warm dress and said
softly:

"Pepltar
Four bars of music had been drawn from

the violin by M. Henri before the girl lift-
ed her face again, or deigned to make re-
ply. Then she said:

"That la better!"
It was such a soft little whisper that It

Is not that her partner had to
bend low very low to hear It.

should say my a
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again the dirge which they had begun
before.

"Look out! Maybe It ain't time yetl"
shouted the crowd Jeerlngly.

The Chinamen bearing the flags and ban-

ners formed In more even order. Other car-

riages began to come up through the crowd
at Market street.

A policeman, trying to clear the a;
seized a drunken man who bad a political
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Romances of ihe

Caused

tight-stretch-

brightened

coquettlshly

mischievous

whispered

compl-
imentary." compari-
son

madamolselle

provoking!

glimmered

surprising

"Suppose--I awetthaartr
whispered.

American musicians

knflM
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Nearly Frozen.

The bright face dropped slowly until the
rosy cheeks were hidden and tho black-crown-

brow rested against the Virginia
Colonel's shoulder.

"I love you!" he said, as his arms tight-
ened their clasp.

"Impudent!" cried the girl, freeing her-Ee-lf

from the man's strong arms, nnd run-
ning lightly away.

As she passed Into the kitchen, she
glanced back saucily nnd laughed.

Old Jacques Brings News
of an Impending Attack.

Clark ran after her: but Just then an
outer door opened, and, accompanied by a
lilting gust of wind, swarthy old Jacques
Pirot entered. He was excited, and that
was a strange thing to noto In old Jacques,
hunter, trapper, scout and Indian fighter
Clark grasped his shoulder tightly.

"Jacques! What's the matter? Indians?"
He spoke loudly. The music ceased; the

dancers halted and came crowding about
the new arlval.

"Colonel, the British are marching on
Kaskaskla!"

"Jack, Francois, Auguste, get the men
together!" called Clark sharply. "Have
them ready to leave at once. Mustor them
in the store; I will be there presently.
Jacques, como here!"

Clark led the trapper Into the kitchen, and
close beside the lire. The guests followed,
frightened and curious.

"Now be quick and tell me what you
know," ordered the Colonel. "How many
wero there In the attacking party r

"An Indian told me there were 600."
"Did you see them?"
"No. I was afraid. I hurried away."
"When did they leave St. Vincent?"
"Two days ago. Deer Face saw them

marching out. He told me how they looked.
They had "

"How do you know they were starting
toward Kaskaskla?"

"Hungry Wolf "
"Who Is he?"
"An Illinois warrior. He was close to St.

Vincent, when a squaw who had been to
tho village brought the news that the Brit-
ish "

"Have they any cannon?"
"Hungry Wolf told me they had Ave

pieces. One was "
"M. Henri, my coat, if you please. What

route did they take?"
"They were to cross the river below tha

village and march on lt.at daylisht."
"Any Indians with them?"
"A band of Algonqulns was to Join them

first day out"
"That will do! M. Henri, and Madame, I

am sorry I must leave. Good-nigh- t, ladies
and gentlemen. I would advise all of you to
get to your homes as soon as possible; for
If what Jacques has heard is true," and the
red coats and the Indians are as strong as
he reports, they will not be content to stop
at Kaskaskla."

Clark's eyes sought anxiously through the
crowd from Peplta, She was not to be seen.

With an additional farewell to the ladies
he stepped briskly out Into the night.

"Where the devil did my little Spaniard
go!" he grumbled.

"Colonell" came a soft call behind
him. He turned. A dainrv Uttla fleura m
running toward him.

he cried.

tkVga In Kb Tfaf, and In his effort to make
him "get back" threw him to the ground.
Then he Jerked htm to his feet and pitched
him bodily Into the crowd.

The crowd laughed. So did the police-
man. So did the drunken man.

Further down the line, another policeman
tried to prevent a young fellow from break-
ing through the line. The youth ran. and
the policeman, running after him, caught
his collar and gave him a lusty kick that
ent him sprawling. A brother officer gath-

ered the youth up and pitched him safely
back.

Again the crowd laughed.
A street car came slowly along; its gong

clanging noisily. Every Inch of the track
In front of it was covered with men, women
and children, each of them determined to
get closer to the casket. A tall Police Ser-
geant called to his men to puh them back.
Clubs were waved frantically, and the
crowd surged slowly back back back un-

til tho track wus barely clcartd. The street

impolite to run away!" she called.
"And never say good-by- !"

he said this time
softly; for she was In his arms, and
lips were bent hers.

The door M. Henri's house opened, and
Pepita, breaking from his grasp, ran light-
ly away.

From the storo across the road came the
sound of the scraping of feet. The
door was thrown open, and Thornton
stepped out.

"Fall In!" he shouted, ns the men cams
into the road. "Call Colonel Clark."

"Forward, cried Clark, stepping- -

in iront or men. "Ana go like the
devil."

The was Just breaking when Clark
and his command, half frozen by the ter-
rible cold of the night, and almost ready

car crept along, and the crowd turged for-
ward again as it passed.

A negro girl started across the alley. She
had boasted that she was going to get
"right up to dat coffin." The Sergeant called
to her. She did not heed him. Tha Ser-
geant caught her roughly by the arm.

"You come back here," he ordered. "Tou
haven't any business up there. Stay where
you belong."

More Jeera and laughter Cram tha
crowd.

" jH

Gaudily dressed Chinamen, leaden of the
ceremonies,. began to climb Into the car-
riages. 'In the first were the male relatives
of the dead man. In the second was Gam
Lee's white wife, a black veil which but
half concealed, features that were once
comelv fluttering loosely from her black
bonnet. In tho other carriages were the
Chinese Masons of high degree, and la one
were five Chinese children.

If

day

came

to drop from exhaustion, struggled Into
Kaskaskla. They hurried straight to the
fort, Clark fifty feet In advance. The senti-
nel called out, sharply.

"Go wako your Captain," shouted Clark,
"and tell him to prepare for hot work. The
British are comlntr!"

In five minutes the fort was In a tumult.
Half-dresse- d men were tumbling out Into
the cold air, armed and ready to fall Into
line or man tho port holes.

In five minutes more every person in tha
village was likewise aroused.

"Father asked Clark. "Is he
here? Tell him he leave. He Is too
good friend of Americans to be safe If
he should fall into the hands of Hamilton."

Father Gibault soon came to find tha
Colonel. He pleaded to be allowed re-
main and do his share of work. Clark
would not listen to him.

"You are too valuable a friend, Father,"
he said. "You must get across the river.
There you will be safe, and can
have the advantage of your council in fu-
ture."

Clark himself led the old priest to thariver bank, and saw him push off' thastream, his vessel light bateau.
"Good luck to you. Father!" he called.
"God be with you, my son!" was tha an-

swering shout.

Early in the evening the scouts began to
como In. From all It was the same story:

"Not a sign of redcoats nr rMtaV(n nnv.
where; but I'm d n near frozel"

utner scouts were sent out for tha night,
and for the next day. and for several days
following. There was bo c aa

Gorgeous Trappings, z. Feasi
for the Dead Man, a Horse for
His Spirit, and a Weird Band
of Music.

A way was opened through the crowd. Thariderless white horse was led into the street.
The casket was lifted Into a hearse. Infront of It marched :i Chinaman, who "held

high a long, narrow banner, on which was
Inscribed a recital In Chinese characters 9fthe dead man's good qualities.

Banner-bearin- g Chinamen, moro rhhlvdressed than those of the rank and file, took
their places nbout the hearse.

The Chinese band, each of th? four meti-be- rs

chanting an accompanlr. son?, and
each with his eyes half closed and his head
waving unevenly. beat on Its cym-
bals and to blow on its !!ft.s.

The American band bigan another dirge.
The fluttering Hairs and banners gave ariotous tone of color that was sjt off Uy th

dingy red of the ramshackle old buildings cf
tho Chinese quarter. Scarcely le gay waithe dress of the mourners blue, purple.
pink, dull red and yellow. Rlth here and"
there a white blouse, and everywhere se

black lettering In Chinese characters.
The cortege moved slowly to Olive street.

The Jeerinsr crowd ran after and about It,
laughing, shouting, hooting.

The Chinamen, heedless alike of shoats
nnd Jeers, nevertheless laughed cheerfully
among themselves.

The queer procession moved gaudily west
on Olive street to Fourteenth street, Four-
teenth street to Locust nnd on Locust to
Twenty-firs- t, passing for the whole dlstanca
between two shifting, closely packed banks
of curious white people and negrops.

At Twenty-fir- st street the formation was
broken, the American musicians were dis-
missed, and those who were to go to tha
grave climbed into carriages. Waving above
each carriage was a banner.

The sun had found way through the
clouds when the procession began to enter
Wesleyan Cemetery. Tho cortege moved
carefully to the open grave, at the foot of
which was dry wood piled In heap that
was ready for lighting.

All around the grave, and pressing back
upon other graves, were hundreds of Ir-

reverent people. They were pressed back
with difficulty, but at last there was space
for the coffin to bo brought to the grave
and for the chief actors In the ceremonies
to gather together.

The weird incantations, begun at the head
of Hop alley, were continued; the banners
were unfurled again; the dirces of the Chi-
nese band were renewed; Joss sticks were
lighted; the food that had been brought
out in a covered wagon was placed care-
fully at the head of the grave.

The casket was lifted from the hearse
and wrapped In the banner which was
Inscribed the version of the dead lean's
virtues. Then it was lowered Into the
ground.

When the grave was filled the pile of dry
wood was lighted and the mourners began
the performance of tho last rite. They
marched slowly about the fire, and as each
came opposite it he took from his coat cr
blouse his mourner's badge of colored atr!j)s
of cloth and threw It upon the blazing heap.

The crowd followed close. If badge
dropped short or went over the fire, it was
seized as a souvenir.

The mourners began to climb into the
carriages. The crowd surged back of them,
trampling over the grave, and seizing
greedily the .corn, oil, wine, fruits and other
delicacies .that had been so reverently
placed.

AS the procession moved out of the
cemetery each of tha mourners was pre-
sented with- - cake.. of maDle mirar and a
pleOB of money. In accordance with a Chi-

nese belief that no man should ever le
called upon to do any service for nothing.

The wilderness of banners and the gaudy
regalia were taken back to Hap
alley and there furled and folded and laid
aside to await service at the next Chinese
funeral.

And tho burial of Gam Lee, King of Hop
alley, was officially ended.

approach of an enemy.
"Colonel." said Jack Thornton, after a

wek had passed, "I believe old Jacques la a
liar!"

"Devil take Jacques!" said Clark, thought-
fully.

Meantime, poor old Father Gibault was la
desperate straits. For five days he had been
alone on an Island In the middle of the
.Mississippi, without food, without fire ana
without shelter, save that given by the
treei.

His attempt to cross the river had been
disastrous. Hl3 bateau had been raught 1

a powerful mass of Ice floating down on the
swift current, and. In spite of his best ef-

forts, had been pushed far down tho river.
His struggles wero puny against the twin
powers, but about ten miles down, the river
he had put forth last desperate effort
and had forced his boat through tho lea
and close to tho shore of little Island.

As hft ran Intn nhMIrmr nrntoT- - hta Latest
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SPplgji - The door of M. Henri's house opened, and Pepita, breaking from his
yMSSI --? grasp, ran lightly away.
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struck a cake of ice, which tipped It, and
the priest was thrown out. He struggled to
the shore, but his bateau went .Heating on
down the river, tossed by waves and ham-
mered by ice cokes until it sank.

Father Gibault had lost hli flint In the
water; bis wet clothing soon became frozen
stiff; all he could do was to try to kfeg
the trees between himself and tha wins
until help came. He was forced to remain ,
thus for five days, when, quite by acci-
dent, a hunter from the western shore
chanced to stop at the island and found
the aged prelate almost dead. Ho was hur-
ried to the mainland and carefully nursed
back to life.

But to hta Avtn Anir tt inrMaT1 whAJ
he thought OS his awful experience oa tM ,
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